A Tale of Indian Heroes	133
have each day vowed to thee that, having slain ten thousand high-souled warriors, I would return. That vow have I fulfilled. To-day I make another. To-day I free myself from the debt I owe to thee— the debt arising out of the salt I have eaten at thy table. To-day I will either sleep myself, being slain, or the whole Pandava host will sleep the sleep without awakening. To-day I cast away my life at the head of the Kaurava army/'
So saying he gave the orders for assault.
Now, on that day, the tenth day of the battle, he drained the energy of the foremost of the car-warriors, like the Sun that sucketh up the morning dew with its rays. And thousands on thousands of brave men were slain.
Now as the Sun was setting and the Plain of the Kurus, all littered with the dead, and rich in broken banners, looked like the Garden of Death, a heavenly voice said :
" Withdraw thy heart from battle ! "
And Bhishma of unbroken vows withdrew it. For lo ! Arjuna drew near ; but before him on his chariot stood Sikhandin.
Then Bhishma of unblemished soul laughed aloud and cried : "Lo! These arrows that cut me to the quick like the cold of winter are not Sik-handin's—they are Arjuna's ! These whose touch is like Heaven's bolt—these are not Sikhandin's —they are Arjuna's ! Save him, there is none other who can give me pain—yet welcome pain ! It is Arjuna's ! "
So saying he took up a sword and a shield, and dismounting from his car, dealt death to many. But Sikhandin he would not strike because he had borne a woman's name, and because the Princess Amva had so willed it.
Then like the whirlpool that lies where the

